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table to steady myself and to have a counter-
leverage. My action was entirely instinctive, as a
man will instinctively throw up a hand to steady
himself running down a rocky stair in an Apennine
village.
The noise of my hands on the table frightened
me and woke up everybody in court: from under
the table a long, low-pitched moan, almost loud
enough to be called a shriek, came up in answer to
the crash of my hands.
Three or four policemen rushed forward across
the body, or the bodies, of the court-room, and bent
at the table.
I looked down and saw an old woman clutching
my legs and wildly kissing my hitherto white shoes.
Her black, withered hands had gripped my ankles;
and through her dishevelled hair I saw her eyes,
wild with fear and rather beautiful in a sordid
face.
"Christl" I said. "Is that the mother of the
boy?"
"It's all right," said young G------. "The police
get awfully slack in court. This'll be a lesson to ?em
to keep their eyes open. She must have crawled all
the way from the middle of the room. She was
squatting beside her son a minute ago. I'm so sorry
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